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At first, there was nothing wrong. Everything was the same as every other night, James thought. With his 
eyes closed, the vocalist would be able to tell how the environment around him was. Lifeless hotels with 
bizarre stories, someone's daughter lying next to him after giving in to his every wish without complaint. Soon 


he would expel her directly if she didn't leave on her own. Breakfast would be a bottle of beer. 


But actually, something was wrong. 


He was still in a cold hotel with white and gray walls, but there was no girl next to him. James didn't have 


time to feel relief at that fact because, despite being alone as he likes so much, he realizes he was trapped. 


The eyes opened so quickly that he felt dizzy. He tenses and moves again as he blinks several times to get 
used to the darkness of the room. Then realizes that his wrists are bound by a handcuff to the bars at the 


head of the bed, that he is only covered by black underwear and there is no one around. 


Suddenly agitated, Hetfield screams, hoping a good girl will emerge from the bathroom. But no. Its just absolute 


silence. Uncomfortable silence accompanied by his desperate breathing. 


The blonde tries to remember what happened before it resulted in that weird situation. He remembers one 
more successful show, of women waiting in the showers, of many hands, cleaning, squeezing, scratching, and... 
They go to places where they seem to belong. James cums and those few seconds - which last like a breath - 
mark the best feeling he was going to feel that night. He drank a lot and picked an easy girl, who liked to keep 
up with James’ thirst. Well, he remembers her trying, at least. Her name was Kassy, Nathy.. or Kathy, or 
something like that. He remembers kisses and laughter. Then everything is a blur after that until he wakes up 
in one of his nightmares. 


James hates himself more than anything. At that moment, roaring with rage and writhing, he also curses 


himself more than anyone else. 


After a few minutes of loudly calling his bandmates’ names, and cursing them most of the time, he concluded 
that the bastards weren't in their rooms, or were ignoring him for fear of dealing with a very drunk James. 
He threatened them amid the so-called rabid ones, which may have startled them, but he didn't regret it. Fuck 
them. Fuck this. 


James Hetfield, the one obsessed with control, is trapped in handcuffs with no way out. It just doesn't suit him. 
That shit looks like something Kirk is inclined on, or Lars if he's really drunk. Maybe even Jason, if the idiot is 
in love enough. But James? Not even kidding. The vocalist doesn't trust anyone to give up control at this level, 
no matter how hot the idea may seem. So this situation doesn't make sense and the humiliated man in bed 


thinks he might throw up putting all this in retrospective. 


Maybe it was the thought of Lars finding him, then never leaving him alone about it that made James let out 


a scream that echoed throughout the darkened room. 


Remains stubborn and pulls at the arms as if they are magically released if it persists. Then he stopped and 
thought.. Damn, the key. He looks around, but there is no sign of it. That bitch couldn't have taken his freedom 
with her. It can not be! He roars with rage, but might end up crying if he keeps it up, though he can't 


remember the last time he shed a tear. 


He stopped and stared at the ceiling with a frustrated sigh. Gradually his limbs relax in complete 
acknowledgment of defeat. He blinks contemplatively, thinking how the silence isn't as bad as he remembered. 
Perhaps because the thoughts that poison his sober mind still lurk in the shadows in some filthy place in the 


consciousness, which he feels slowly gain a dangerous clarity. 


The peace of seconds is gone, he realizes. The sound of toxic blood coursing through the bloodstream became 
irritatingly loud in the ears. His mouth was dry and in need of liquid. Body suggested water, but his insecure 
mind demanded alcohol. James swallowed, feeling his heart race and his hands trembling. He wanted to close his 
eyes and go back to sleep, but the fear of catching glimpses of moments he struggles so much to forget 
every day is stronger than him. He knows it is, so he passes out every night. 


When forced to face the grim reality around him, James feels more alone than ever. He thinks about his 
bandmates and the uncomfortable dynamic they've been facing since Cliff left them a few years ago. He 
blames these hotels, which are all equally cold and with no personality. Mainly the beds, even as he tried to 


keep them warm with bodies and more bodies, were never enough. 


Maybe it's life on the road, so frantic and surreal that time loses importance, and the real things that shape 
ethics quickly lose solidity. Maybe it's the faceless people who cross James’ path and turn his - supposedly 


amazing life - into something shallow and worthless. 


But your mind makes your world, they say. Well, it's with an astute smile that James reflects on that damn 
phrase. Just read his lyrics, he would say. He lost his mind a long time ago now and his world didn’t receive 


any improvement as a result. 


Oh, yes. He could cry at that moment if he allowed it, but refuses as he focuses on something warmer and, 


like his life, superficial. Anger. If he were loose, he would dare to tread on another bolder side and a furious 


erection would arise. However, the mere thought of getting hard in these circumstances is catastrophic, and 
makes him angrier. That's it.. Hatred is familiar, sure. Focused on it and the painful things would float upwards 


and vanish into the air, like smoke of those bad cigarettes he used to smoke when he was a teenager. 


James had his eyes closed and his body relaxed for the first time when the door swung open with exaggerated 
force, waking up and startling him in the bed. With wide eyes, the vocalist saw a tall figure stumble into the 
room; this factor ruling out any chance of being his bandmates. Nervous, the blonde instinctively drew his 
arms in an attempt to gather his arms to himself, the movement doing nothing more than a metallic clang on 
the irons on the headboard, a hard brush against his trapped and possibly bruised wrists. 


When the person revealed himself, James had never wished he were more alone before. Dave Fucking Mustaine 


was there. Dave and a half-full bottle of jack, which was never a good combination. 


James didn't even have time to feel confused that Dave, of all people, was in his room so suddenly because he 


was distracted fearing for his life. 


"Hetfield? Where's.." The angry confusion in the aggressive voice lost power as Dave turned his head toward 
the bed, the swift movement making his orange hair sway like he was one of those magazine models that Lars 


likes to look at. "Oh.." James felt the realization in the mischievous tone, making him shiver. 


"What are you doing here?" Asked hesitantly, failing to hide the tremor. 


Dave approached like a surreptitious snake, barely blinking his insane eyes that studied every part of James. 
Hetfield became well aware of the lack of clothes, but they had seen themselves without clothes before, when 
they were brothers and lived in a tumultuous apartment, that looked more like a warehouse. Today is different 
though, and the blonde wanted to move out of discomfort, but was afraid to reveal his emotions in front of 
Dave's shrewd eyes. The redhead sat on the foot of the bed and, without blinking, took another sip from the 
bottle and shrugged, starting to ramble. 


| was with Lars. We bumped into a bar and got pretty drunk. You know how soft he is." He said maliciously. 
"And after two bottles, he was already whimpering on my shoulder about the past. Funny.. because | should be 
the one crying. But | ignored him and brought his crying ass over here instead of leaving him in that fucking 


smelly bar." 


James hears a lot more than words say. That was Dave saying: "Look how I'm a better human being than you 
guys." But James also recognizes the vengeful root in acts of false altruism of that man. If he'd had his hands 
free, he would have clapped mockingly, but he looked at the man and stayed quiet instead, conflicted about 
asking him for anything. He also thought about the fact that Dave was going out with Lars, and decided that 
he wouldn't understand this awkward friendship if he even tried.. If he could call that a friendship in the first 


place. 


"So | stole a card and came to pay you a visit, my old friend" Dave smacked Jame's thigh as an act of 
camaraderie, but it only took him by surprise and made him jump in fright and pull his bare legs to himself. 
Dave laughed with his lips on the bottle's mouth. "| have to say, I'm surprised you like these things. Last time 


we met, you was just a skinny boy who was afraid of women" 


Dave's hand kept touching, but on his knee. James noticed and spontaneously contracted the muscle below the 
other's invasive hand. 


"| wasn't afraid of women! And I'm stuck, Dave. | didn't ask for any of this." He roared, pulling his arms just to 


prove a point, but the sound drew Dave's intense eyes, turning them dark. 


‘Oh, you did. And | can see you're stuck, | really see it.. Where's your girl, by the way? She must be pretty 
wild if she can trap you there." 


James blinked at Dave's brazen tone, not understanding the intentions behind it. He didn't understand why his 


tone was almost.. soft, but astute. 


"What did you do to your hair, boy?" Dave questioned with a funny look. "I liked it. It suits you." 


James almost replied that he didn't remember asking Dave a thing, but he couldn't, not when he had Dave 
staring in such awe at the shaved side cut he got a week ago, after Jason convinced James to do so. He only 
did one part and it was pretty subtle, but he's thinking about having the other side as well. He still had a lot of 


hair, it doesn't really matter. 


"Made you pretty.. tough." He heard Dave mutter. Was he still talking about the damn hair? 


James doesn't answer again because he was sure Dave has been waiting for a polite “thank you", oddly enough. 
And James, to his own surprise, found himself appreciating that Dave liked the way he looks. 


"Did the cat eat your tongue, Jamie? Or that was your wild girl.. Was she a bad girl for you, darling?" 


Jamie? Darling? 


James had heard his former bandmate talk like that to girls. Talking dirty with them using that same voice, 
but he'd never heard Dave talk to a guy like that. Suspect. 


"Stop." He threatened, even though he was not willing to do anything. He's never threatened Dave before, it's 
ironic that he left it to do so when he doesn't have the power to do anything against him. 


‘Oh, just because you've grown a few inches and gained some muscle, do you think you can boss someone 
around? Please, a little while ago you were just a needy kid with a pimply face. Now you think you're in 


charge?" Dave questioned mockingly, not expecting an answer. "No, baby. I'm in control here." 


Baby. Darling. Jamie. 


James swallowed hard and ignored all attempts at that weird interaction that Dave was trying to do. 


"Can you get me out of here, Dave? The key must be somewhere all there. Please?" He tried to make a 
convincing voice, but his request didn't sound like a request. Quite the contrary, it was like an order that Dave 


was more than happy not to follow. 


‘Oh, the boy grew up and became so polite. With you asking like that, Jamie, | don't have many options left" He 


responded cynically, theatrically, like an actor performing. 


The redhead jumped to his feet and slid across the floor as if dancing instead of walking properly. James raised 
a questioning eyebrow at the other's suspicious behavior while he watched the exaggerated sway of Dave's 
tight-fitting pale jean squeezed hips. The blonde blinked confused until he realized that his situation was riskier 
than he'd imagined because Dave was joking and having fun at his expense. Hetfield felt emotionally tired of 
what comes with a drunken Dave and pranks that his sadistic mind thought were fun 


James saw Dave rummaging through the messy desk’ without a will, that fucking moron. Then he returned to 
the bed with an expression of boredom like it had been exhausting to pretend he was preoccupied with finding 
the keys to free James. 


"There is no key. Sorry, buddy." No, he wasn't sorry. 


"You are so fucking stupid! | can't believe that." James huffed impatiently. Dave's crazy eyes gleamed and a 


cunning smile came to life. 


| missed my rude boy" He muttered, running a finger -too invasive, in James’ opinion - down the trapped 


man's cheek. 


"Stop it already!" He growled, fighting the urge to bite and rip off that daring finger that had now founded an 


unsuspecting path down the singer's sweaty neck. But knowing Dave's bizarre nature, he would have liked it. 


"Are you going to make me, Hetfield? Hmm? Because now, boy, you are in no position to demand a damn thing." 


Dave changed then, right before James' stunned eyes. His theatrical expression was gone and the once-masked 
cruelty is revealed. The smile faded and the eyes losted life, taking on their true appearance. That was the real 
Dave.. Sucked up in the unhealthy life of self-abuse. Yet gorgeous as a model would be, becoming impossibly 
more handsome since the last time they saw each other. The red hair almost golden, like a killer flame, is 
fuller, longer, and beautifully tousled with waves that fall into the eyes and almost hide his true self behind. 
But Dave couldn't hide from James, he never could. So in eighty-three, it was James who obtained Dave's 
betrayed eyes pierce his soul and cruelly steal a part of James with him. Part that Dave clung to and will 


never give it back. He will steal more if he can. 


"Dave.." He wailed, sighing loudly. His hopes of persuading Dave were running low. 


But Dave ignored it, didn’t listen, was distracted by his madness, or didn’t care. He stared at the bottle intently, 
seeming oblivious to the existence around him. James watched the broken and wrong gears of the unusual 
brain turn, plotting something James knew he disapproved. Dave directed his eyes to the pale blues of the 


other, who felt emotional pain at just what he thought he saw in Dave's devilish countenance. 


| was reading something these days. Critics said something like: James Hetfield looks like an arson on stage. A 
destructive force that burns everything and everyone around, while being cheered on by those being burned 
by him." The redhead said, sounding calculated and dramatic. "Do you believe that shit, Jamie? It's the most 
dramatic thing I've read in quite some time after the melancholy lyrics you and Lars have written. | don't even 
know how you still allow that little shit dwarf to have power under your lyrics, by the way. Seriously, Het, how 
is Lars still in the band?" 


"And l'm not", James mentally added what was missing from Dave's speech. 


Dave continues the ramblings, this time climbing onto the bed and climbing on his knees until he touches the 
blonde's bent legs. Mustaine forced himself between the bare legs, making them apart, and leaned forward, 
about to fall on top of James. At the last moment he leaned on the hand that didn't hold Jack's bottle. The 
liquid swayed and a drop landed on the mattress, close to James' face. The vocalist found it easier to register 
this detail than the shameful fact of the compromising position he and Dave were sharing. Worse, the fact 
that he was frozen in place, allowed all of this to happen. 


"Then | realized that, no matter what the critics think, they don't know how the whole band is Lars’ bitch." 
Dave spat with bitter anger masquerading as irony, but he was unable to hide the rancor that resonated in his 


voice. 


James opened his mouth in shock and would have a comment, but nothing about this moment is normal, that 


includes his silence. These days, he never shuts up. 


"| know it. You know it" Dave continued, mouthing each word through his teeth. The guitarist was gripping the 
bottle so tightly that James imagined the glass being smashed against his skull. Maybe Mustaine wasn't far 
from it. "| saw, James." He held the trapped man's chin and dug his dirty nails into the skin 


James then wasn't afraid of getting beaten up with a glass bottle, but of what Dave might have seen and 
what it had to do with him. Don't empower people like Dave Mustaine, James once heard from Lars. Now he 


understood why. 


Dave was partially insane, always has been, and apparently doesn't get any better as the years go by. And 


given the awkward position they find themselves in, Dave ignores the existence of personal space and forces 


James to look at him. Crazy is the perfect word that defined him, which stands out in the other negative 


adjectives James would use. 


"| don't understand." James could barely hear himself, unable to open his mouth wide while Dave held him there 


so tightly. But he was so curious, he needed to know. "What the fuck are you talking about now?" 


James remembered the days he had Dave in the band, admiring him so much like an older brother. James does 
have an older brother back at California, but his brother wasn't cool and peculiar like Dave. He wanted to 
impress the older man all the time, hear his wild stories and bad lessons. So even at that moment, years later, 
he still finds himself wanting to hear from Dave. Although he recognizes that the pedestal he put Dave on was 
exaggerated. Instead of admiration, he feels something else dirtier and more poisonous about him. James can't 


define what. 


"| saw how you didn't want me to leave that day." Whispered, like a secret, through eyes glistening with tears 
that James couldn't tell if they were from sadness or fury. "Everyone saw it, including Lars, but pretended not 


to. You obeyed him and it was one less problem because he had you right where he wanted” 


"Stop talking shit. Shut the fuck up!" James barked, started to push and squirm to free himself from Dave's 
grip, but the effort was futile as the redhead cornered him with the weight of his thin, yet heavy body, 


keeping him in place. His legs opened even wider and James felt so embarrassed. 


James looked older than Dave. Shit, he was taller, stronger, and more manly. Still, he felt small and juvenile 
when he was with Mustaine. He was fully aware that if he had been loose, he would have reversed his position, 
knocking Dave down quickly and coming out on top. But James also knew that he would feel like Dave was 


controlling him, that it happened because Dave wanted to. 


Dave Mustaine and hell were very similar things in James’ opinion, and he'd not just be talking about Dave's 
hair that resembled raging and devastating fire, it goes beyond that, no matter how angelic the man's face 


was. 


"But things never change, do they? That's still Lars' shit band and you're still nothing more than the bitch on 


his leash." 


James spat at him then, hitting him right in the cheek, almost in the mouth, but that made Dave shut up for 
a moment, just like James wanted. They blinked at each other. The only sound around them was their panting 


breaths. 


Dave stuck out his tongue, again like a fucking snake that he was, and the tip slowly passed through the 
freshly smeared saliva on his own face. Not satisfied with his show, Dave ran his wet tongue over his now 
glossy lips. It was the filthiest, most obscene thing James had ever seen. He was disgusted and repulsed, but 
he still didn't dare blink his eyes, completely dazzled by the scene and not wanting to waste even a millisecond. 
It left him static and breathless. Dave's devilish grin then sent sinister shivers down his spine. 


‘lm not disgusted by dogs' drool, James." He said simply as if he hadn't just devastated the younger man's 


world. 


"You are disgusting" He twisted his face exaggeratedly, breathless because Dave took it from him. 


Dave didn't budge, much less make a move to let him go. On the oppsite, his eyes got big and bright, and his 
dirty smile grew. He dug his claws deeper into his bruised face, leaving his mark there and somewhere unknown 
inside as well, James was sure. The redhead had a superior expression before, but now it was more evident, 


like he knew a secret and urgently needed to tell James. He started to laugh, a fucking unnatural laugh. 


"Oh sure, you can say that" Dave tried to say sarcastically with a laugh, swaying so much that the liquid in 
the forgotten bottle shook until more drops splattered onto the mattress. "But your body says other things, 
little Jamie.. Oh! That nickname doesn't suit you that much anymore. Isn't that right, big boy?" 


Dave thrust his hips forward with intent and James exhaled audibly loudly in absolute mortification. He was 
hard. He was hard by Dave's disgusting actions. Oh, God, he was hard because of Dave's filth, but most of all, 
because Dave was making it. No, it can't be real. James closed his eyes, pleading, screaming, internally begging 
to all of this be a hallucination on mushrooms. But amid this distraction, the older man did it again and with 


more force, drawing an involuntary, pained groan from James. 


"An arson" Dave sang, testing the phrase in his mouth. It sounded like he was talking about the weather. "Do 


you know what we do to make the fire more alive, more lethal? Do you know, honey?" 


James didn't think, just shook his head. The guitarist smiled in satisfaction and grabbed the side of the 


vocalists head, grabbing the hair where it wasn't shaved. 


"We provoke him." Dave hissed and, without warning, poured whiskey all over James' chest, stomach, and neck 
until the liquid drained and soaked the entire mattress. James pulled all the air into his lungs, holding his breath 
in case it spilled onto his face as well, but only a few drops splattered there. 


"Dave, what the fuck is this?!" He questioned, screaming angrily. 


"Are you going to tell me you didn't like it? Don't even try to pretend, because | heard you can't live without it 
anymore." Dave hinted, running an open hand right over the wet chest and sliding it down to the middle of a 


warm belly. "Did that get you excited or was it me?" 


Dave didn't even wait for an answer, he slid into James until the audacious mouth opened on the blonde's 
chest. That hungry tongue came out and snaked across the skin bathed in the venom that Dave was so 


passionate about. He took it ravenously, eyes closed intent on the vice bathing James’ skin. 


Hetfield squirms, very shy all of a sudden, not believing this was happening. Dave was doing what he would do 
with a girl, he bets, as he feels a mouth boldly on his nipple and a tongue lubricating that he never felt in that 
place before. James wanted to scream at the wrong, hot feeling that went straight for his cock He squirmed 
at the waist as a girl would. He didn't know how to react, but it seems his non-thinking cock liked it a lot and 


jumped into his underwear, leaving James’ claw-battered cheeks red for other reasons. Swallowing it dry, he 


lifted his head from the pillow and dared to take a peek. 


Worst mistake of his life. 


He saw Dave with his hands on his thin waist, an expanse of orange falling around his perfect face, a face that 


was perilously close to the blatant erection barely hidden in black boxers. 


It was Dave's tongue, James decided, that had him feverish. He saw from the best angle the indecent red 
tongue working his whiskey-slippery belly, until it plunged into the liquid-filled navel, taking it all as if it were 
the last drop he would ever take in his life. James held his breath, struggling to hold back He wanted to close 
his eyes and push against Dave, but he couldn't, he shouldn't. He even considered continuing to stare and 
pretend that Dave was a hot redhead girl, but it didn't work out. His very sober consciousness could only 
focus on the fact that it was Dave Mustaine there, making him furiously horny of all the feelings Dave could 


extract from him. He felt nervous like a teenager, too afraid to do anything, to make any sound, to move.. 


"Don't think, just let the fire consume you just like you do on stage," Mustaine instructed, lips moving against 
the tingling skin, almost touching the waistband of the other's boxers. James didn't react, which made Dave 
stop and crawl across his torso until his pecs touched. James couldn't look away from Dave's eyes so close, no 
matter if his face was burning with embarrassment. "Do this for me, Jamie. | wanna see.." Dave pronounced it 
tame, toxic breath mingling with James’. The redhead bent down and brushed his lips in an almost non-existent 
touch, causing the other to forcefully pull air through his teeth and instinctively close his eyes, waiting... 
hoping. Dave dodged it, a naughty smile touching his cheek until it landed on James’ soaked neck "I want to see 
that fire they talk about. Please, baby, show me.." Dave pleaded and that was enough, making James lift his 
hips off the bed and rub himself against Dave. 


James groaned so loudly. He was so ashamed, but it felt so fucking good. 


"That's right, sweetie. Be a good boy and do it again for me," Dave ordered breathlessly. James complied, 
grinding against Dave's erection, which was battered in those too-tight jeans. Dave let out an animalistic groan 


in response and began to devour the blonde's exposed neck, who threw his head back, wanting more. 


Dave being the greedy bitch that he was, bit, licked, and sucked James' neck so hard. He was making crazed 
sounds as if James was too tasty for him to handle. The blond knows he was Dave's favorite taste now, of 
expensive whiskey. He can't help but wonder if Dave can get a real taste of James in this contrast. His 
masculine cologne, the party sweat. If Dave can taste the girl he's been with before.. If that makes things any 
easier for him. If Dave can taste man of all these things, If he likes it.. 


James embraced the feeling that was already corrupting his brain, freeing himself from the denial. 


"Dave.." He cried, unable to ask, as he didn't know what he wanted. 


"Yes, baby?" Dave asked slyly, sucking with lewd, making wet noises somewhere in James’ jaw. 


The vocalist didn't respond, but pushed against his jeans, against Dave's growing erection. He moved against the 
older man frantically, causing the actual man to flinch and lose the strength under his arms. Dave let out a 


growl, just like he does on stage. 


"God damn it. Always so eager, little Jamie." Dave watched, regaining his balance on his arms and backing away. 


James was dizzy with lust and made a tearful sound, wanting Dave to come back. He heard a smug chuckle and 
then felt hard hands grip the only thing that protected his hardness from Dave's unholy eyes. James opened 
his eyes and saw Dave sliding his boxers down his tanned legs. Hetfield blinked worriedly, assessing the 


unpredictable man's reaction with concern. But he gasped at what he found in Dave's grim expression 


Dave stared at James’ naked body with absolute devotion, he looked like he was about to eat him alive. James 
closed his legs without realizing it, hiding from the man. He saw an eyebrow raise, and Dave's unfocused eyes 


blinked contemplatively. He looked at James as a challenge he was about to win like a champion 


Strong, firm hands gripped his knees, pulling them apart in one swift movement. Lips full and red, from so 
much kissing and hurting James, was coming down and it kissed his thighs. It went slowly inside, placing wet and 


noisy kisses on the skin. James shivered like never before, breathing hard through clenched teeth. 


It all came crashing down when Dave looked him in the eye while his lips were so fucking close to his crotch. 
James barely allowed himself to blink, memorizing every detail of what he saw and felt.. James opened his 


mouth, staring in clear admiration. Dave grinned unabashedly, taking an affectionate bite of his plump thigh. 


They were still staring at each other with brutal intensity when Dave swallowed his needy-weeping cock 
without even blinking. He went as deep as a pro would, and he purposefully swallowed too, squeezing the throat 
mercilessly around his cock. James cried out humbly, with pain and arousal so blinding he fought not to came 


in Dave's extremely tight throat. 


"My God- Fuck.. Dave.. Your mouth!" He cursed, not knowing how to deal with the insane heat that coursed 
through his body. 


With a cheeky flick of his tongue on the pre-cum wet tip, absorbing that tiny amount with debauchery, Dave 
stopped as fast as he'd started and stood up on the bed 


James wailed aloud. 


"Things aren't that easy, pretty boy. It doesn't matter how hot you are." Dave said dismissively and licked his 
lower lip as if he'd enjoyed his last meal; James made a sorrowful noise and rolled his hips up, hitting nothing. 


"Beautiful... Really." 


James didn't know what he meant and didn't know if he wanted to. He was devastated and ruined, and Dave 


hasn't done anything to him yet. 


"Stop torturing me." He demanded. The first mistake. 


"Only if you beg," Dave replied in the same tone, his eyes glowing an insane, evil hazelnut again. 


"| will never do that." The second mistake. 


"Very good. | would hate it if you did" Dave victoriously said and had greatly confused James’ turbulent mind. 


James frowned, about to declare his frustration with the redhead's lack of coherence.Ihis would have been his 
third mistake, if Dave had given the man time to say and hadn't flipped him over without warning. The blonde 
gasped in surprise, along with the pain he felt in his wrists that were pulled against the metal of the cuff at 
that awkward angle. 


Dave was gone for a while and sounds of movement filled the room. It was the sound of a zipper and 


something wet that made James worry. Dave was pantsless and probably masturbating. 


He jumped when Dave's hot hands smacked his full ass, filled his cheeks and squeezed hard, pulling them apart 


with intent. James stopped in shock because he knew Dave was looking at his exposed hole. 


Dave must have felt him tense up all of a sudden 


"What, baby? Are you shy now? Weren't you a fucking arson and shit? What would they do if they saw you 
like this.." James heard somewhere behind his back and felt a breath on the back of his neck. "You're very 
pretty here too, they wouldn't fail to notice that" Dave shifted, the sultry, teasing voice making James squirm 
and feel the hole closing around nothingness, waiting for attention. Hetfield can't coordinate his body's wills 
because he doesn't want Dave to have contact with that particular place, but at the same time, he does. "So 


beautiful calling me. You don't have to beg me vocally, Jamie. Your body does it for you." 


James’ walls fell as he felt what he thought was the wet tip of Dave's cock at his sensitive, never before 


touched hole. The new touch was devastating in every way, forcing a surprised groan from the trapped man. 


"See? You're better off moaning like a slut for me than screaming onstage." Dave seemed to smile as he gently 
pushed against the very tight hole without actually introducing it, was just a provocation. James didn't even 
have time to be offended, because he yelled even louder and rubbed himself at the bed wet with whiskey and 
pre-cum. "Oh, but if they could just see you.." Dave whispered sadly. "I know they can hear it," He added with 


a smirk. 


"What?" James asked lost. Does his band know? Are they in the rooms? How does Dave know this? He suddenly 


felt a paranoid fear. 


"Don't think about it," Dave said simply, nonchalantly. Stopping grinding against James' sensitive entrance. The 
blonde didn't want to assume the disappointment he'd taken over at the lack of touch. "I'm not giving this to 
you either, Hetfield.” 


"What the fuck are you trying to do to me?" He asked, irritated and frustrated, 


What a stupid question, James thought after asking. Dave was torturing him, of course. James felt like an idiot 
because he didn't realize before that Dave was going to be a sadistic provocateur. This was the plan from the 


start. 


James gets angry. A familiar feeling. 


"le had enough of this bullshit, Mustaine. Get out of my room." James growled, mostly sad, of all things. 


Silence. Nobody moves. 


"I'm serious," James warned with a snort to sell the threat. The third mistake. 


James turned more aggressively than the last time and glared at Dave. The other returned the look with his 
nose in the air, petty superiority shining above all. James wanted so badly to punch that face until it bled, not 
caring how blasphemous this act is against that heavenly face. 


"Let's just get this done." Dave sighed disdainfully, gripping James’ legs, now bringing them together and turning 
them until James was bent over on his side. "You will be quiet," Dave warned and squeezed his thighs tight to 
clarify the message. 


James doesn't know many things, this includes why he nodded in obedience. 


Dave smiled as if he knew much more than James will one day be capable of, and slipped between his thighs, 
groaning in relief at that source of heat that would be more than enough for him to come. James watched in 
humiliation, turning his head to watch Dave going in and out. The glowing red tip in plain view for James to see 
and lust after at will. He felt dirty, used, and ashamed by the scene of Dave seeking ignorant pleasure in his 
body. But most of all, his cock hasn't lost interest. He can be even harder as he watches Dave go panting and 
out of control as he fucks his thighs like it's the hottest pussy he'd ever been in Something depraved about it 
does something to James’ ego, which makes him wild. He moved until Dave's frantic cock was rubbing against 
his own. James growled, perhaps the nastiest wail he'd ever heard. Dave focused on him and grinned through 


his teeth, enjoying James’ desperation and display for him. 


Dave's big, thin hand held both cocks together as they rubbed against each other. The other hand lifts 
James's legs even higher, bending the man even more. The two rubbed ruthlessly against each other, making 
nasty sounds. James needed to come soon and get this over with. The bed swayed and bumped against the wall. 
James gripped the headboard bar he was stuck on and pushed himself harder against Dave's hand and cock. 


Dave looked so handsome with his flushed face, his flaming hair sticking to his sweaty skin. The fleshy, bruised 
mouth jutted out among all the magical details of his appearance. He was so pretty, and James understood the 
physical appeal that girls got crazy over. Looking at Dave, he realizes something horrible.. He could came 
watching Dave, he believed, as he continued to study the features of this man who fucked him so hard against 
the mattress. Dave threw his head back and James cried in admiration, wanting to be free to pull the man by 


the neck and get his turn to score and feast on Dave's skin 


Dave's pure skin. A skin without whiskey. Tasteful only of Dave. 


The inside of his belly burned so hotly, sending waves of absolute pleasure through his body. He was so close, 
he would come so strong. Fuck! Finally. James made a strangled sound, chasing pleasure above all else, his entire 
body shaking. He felt lunatic, not in control of anything, just moved by the liberating sensation that was getting 
closer by the second. 


James was moaning as if he was in pain when an animal growl resounded and his thigh, which felt like it was on 


fire, turned wet. 


